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wounded by two slugs, one of which
passed through his beard into his throat,
the other into his mouth. He was in-
stantly avenged, for, as the rebel sepoy
turned to fly, he also fell dead, hit in the
spine by a bullet from the revolver of
Captain Chichester.
In a few minutes, to the deep grief of
his officers and men, by whom he was
loved as few Commanding Officers are
ever  loved, poor   Wale  breathed   his
last.   A doolie was sent for from the
rear, iris body placed in it and reverently
. carried back to camp.    Sick at heart,
I now sought the place where my un-
fortunate orderly had met his fate.   My
worst fears were realized.   He was dead.
His body had not been disturbed by the
men whom I had sent to find him, and
he was lying on his back, the rifle under-
neath him,    with a   hole  through the
leather sling just where it crossed over
the heart.   Close by lay the corpse of the
sepoy.
Very sad was our return to camp that
day.   I had no sooner placed before my